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| Wish | Was Dead 


Author's Notes: 
Just a look into what could be Jon\'s mind and way of thinking at the moment, very angsty. 


The mirror is broken, and my fist is stained crimson with fresh blood. | don't recognize my face, but somehow 
| still know it's me. 
The blue eyes look tired, wary, pained. The look wise but aged, full of disbelief, full of disgust. 


Is this what I've come to? Why does this have to be all about me? Why is it my fault? 


The hair is gold, newly dyed, looking fresh. Hiding the thinning strands of silver behind the facade of a blonde 


bombshell. Its wet now though, with sweat. Gross. 


| tried to call, though he told me not to. ‘Don't call me, I'll call you, he said. Ha ha. | got the last laugh, bit the 


Joke's on me. Funny. 


Face lined with crinkles and age lines. Gone is the babyface, gone is the beauty of youth that seemed to never 
fade. In a matter of a few short years, youth aged. Old. Dying. 


| shake my head, trying to get a grip on reality. So much to take in, so much to try to patch up. The gaping 
wounds inside makes the gash at the side of my palm feel numb. 


I'm crying but | can't feel the tears. | can only see them in the cracked mirror glass, can only taste them as 


they slip between my parted lips, salty and warm. 


He's gone now. | believed we could honestly work this out, believed he was willing to come back to me. To tell 


me what's wrong, to explain why he felt the need to leave. 


Money. Ego. Fight. Hatred. Jealousy. Anger. Bitterness. All those words, they meant nothing to me, yet | could 


see so many things in his eyes. An on-going conflict even as we spoke. 


| didn't know what I'd done, | still hold no answer. I've always loved him with no boundaries, still do. He seized my 


heart so many years ago that | believe my own heartbeats are driven by the steady drumming of his own 


heart. 


Now he's ripped my reason of living, of loving, out of my chest. He's left a gaping hole that cannot be filled, a 
fear | can't rid myself of. 


| wanna laugh, at myself, at the situation | go out on stage every night, | give my fans all | can give. Our fans. 
Yet off stage, they call me cruel, careless, egoistic, unfriendly, unkind. Do they even know the meaning of those 


words? 


All this arguing, all this speculation What do they want me to tell them? Do they want me to lie? ‘Yes, Richie's 
gonna be back. I'll see him tomorrow, we're gonna have dinner. Then we're gonna fuck in my hotel room right 


after celebrating out reunion concert with you guys. 


That's gonna start a controversy commotion if anything. | grab a towel and wrap it around my bleeding hand, 
clutching it as | sit down on top of the closed toilet lid. 


| never wanted this. If he'd just explain to me. ‘I'm sorry, Jonny, but | can't go back to the way we were until 


you apologize, until you stop being such a narrow minded, selfish, conceited asshole: 


How the fuck am | conceited? How the fuck am | selfish? Haven't | given him everything? | gave him fame, 
gave him a dollar to his name. Without me, without Bon Jovi, where would he be? Another lousy musician going 


down the drain. He'd be nothing, he'd have gone nowhere. 


But he's thriving, he's doing things without me. Who made him believe l'm holding him back? | bet it was her, 
that bitch. That pathetic excuse of a woman, she's treating him like a pet, like she trained him into becoming 


the perfect fashion mogul. Richie Sambora the designer, my ass. His fashion sense is nonexistent. 


| thought it was always gonna be us, me and him. Till the end. Best friends. Brothers. Lovers. Soul mates. He's 
the only one | allowed to take me, really take me. Only to him can | submit and abandon all self control. Only he 


can dominate me. Only he. 


Fuck, those tears again. Now | feel it. The sting, the burn My heart feels like it's bursting in my chest, 


exploding into a million shattered pieces. I'll never be able to catch them all or stitch them back together. 


Teeth gritted, jaw clenched. Head aching, eyes burning. Fuck, everything hurts. Everything. Can't | just die now? | 
want to. God, | want to. | take a deep breath and hold it. 


| gasp for air only when my vision is beginning to fade, bleeding heart pounding in my chest. Pulse roaring in 


my ears, lungs aching. 


He told me he'd never leave, he swore. Now he's gone. And its my fault. What did | ever do but love him? | 


wonder if he loves me. 


| remember first time he took me. First time | let him claim me, make me his. As he came inside me, | felt like 
| belonged to him. Like he marked me. Nothing else mattered, | could treat him however | damn well please. 


Because he'd always know he owned me. I'd always know. 


My hand's not bleeding as much. | get up, patch myself up. It's gonna heal, | doubt there'll even be a scar. Not 
a visible one. Wiping my tears away, | prepare to leave. Leave this room, go back to where | came from. Back 


to Jersey, back to my wife, my kids. Back to the faces | barely even know. But never again back home. 


Home's with him. Home's where l'm loved for me, not for someone | used to be. Not for what | make myself 


out to be. Home is where l'm not a liar and my life isn't a lie. 


He once laid a hand over my heart, as if he wanted to touch my very soul with his love, his adoration His 
admiration and affection. 


Now all that's left is a puzzle | can't finish, the last piece is missing. | must leave it undone. | want him back, | 
want him in my life. With me, all around me, inside me. 


He said | know why he's gone. He said | know, and that | need to get my head outta my ass and stop fucking 
this thing up for our fans. And | don't understand what the hell he's talking about. He says he wishes he never 


loved me. 


And | wish.. | was dead. 


